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But I came on, I smelt the hay, And up the hills I took my way, And down them still made holiday,
And walked, and wearied not a whit ; But ever with the lane I went Until it dropped with steep descent, Cut deep into the rock, a tent
Of maple branches roofing it,
Adown the rock small runlets wept,      : And reckless ivies leaned and crept, And little spots of sunshine slept
On its brown steeps and made them fair And broader beams athwart it shot, Where martins cheeped in many a knot, For they had ta'en a sandy plot
And scooped another Petra there.
And deeper down, hemmed in and hid From upper light and life arnid The swallows gossiping, I thrid
Its mazes, till the dipping land Sank to the level of my lane ; That was the last hill of the chain, And fair below I saw the plain
That seemed cold cheer to reprimand.